THE MAGNATES

memories; it showed Robert de La Monnerie as a captain, standing
in front of a dozen Madagascan prisoners. He had chosen it because,
it was a duplicate.

"I'm sure your visit has given him great pleasure/' said Madame
Polant as she showed Lulu out. "He can't show his feelings now, bui
he's extremely sensitive!"

Two days later Lulu spent a pleasant evening crossing his half-
brother's name off the invitations to his own funeral.

The funeral service was held at Saint-Louis-des-Invalides, The old
Marquis appeared once again., his hair brushed up at the back of his
head and his eyes sick. He was organizing the funeral in conjunction
with the diplomat Seeing them walking behind the coffin many
people said to each other: "Look, there are only two La Monneries left
now."

As he always did at funerals, Lulu arrived late.

"You might have put on a tail-coat/' the diplomat said. "Both poor
Robert and I made the same remark to you at Jean's funeral."

"I no longer have a tail-coat; I've sold it/' replied Lulu, "since you
reduced me to poverty."

Commandant Gilon, who had sent in his papers soon after the
General's retirement, was also present. A neighbour of the Marquis's
in the country, he had given him a lift in his enormous motor-
car which he drove himself at great speed; as he got out, old Urbain
had said that though he no longer much cared what happened to him,
he had never been so frightened in his life.

Gilon had grown stouter. Seeing soldiers present arms again, and
Charamon, the old servant, carrying the decorations on a cushion, see-
ing the catafalque covered with a tricolour flag, the dusty standards
hanging round the chapel, and hearing the drums beat, all brought
tears to his eyes. He murmured: "An admirable piece of ceremonial!
Quite admirable!"

Though more formal, and sadder, the funeral recalled that of the
poet. The Marshals of France had sent their A.D.G.s to represent them.
There were fewer people and they were less important, yet they cared
still less for the dead man.

Cheered by the funeral, Lulu spent quite a happy week, and man-
aged to run up a few debts. Then he had to start pursuing Schoudler
again immediately.

"Monsieur Schoudler infinitely regrets .,."
"Baron Schoudler hopes that you will forgive him. .."
One morning, in a fury, Lulu smacked the secretary's face.
The following morning Noel saw him in the Avenue de Messine.
The giant's mood was one of simulated anger.

"So," he cried, leaning over his desk, "you're not only an idler, a

5232